74   THE   SOUL   OF   AK   IMMIGRANT
finally seen fit to give me. But as I was soon to earn money and return to Molfetta, I felt no concern,
My Charlestown barber friend took me in that first night with the distinct understanding that I could stay only one night. So the next morning bright and early, leaving all my belongings with the barber, I started out in search of a job. I roamed about the streets, not knowing where or to whom to turn. That day and the next four days I had one loaf of bread each day for food and at night, not having money with which to purchase shelter, I stayed on the recreation pier on Commercial Street. One night, very weary and lonely, I lay upon a bench and soon dozed off into a light sleep. The next thing I knew I cried out in bitter pain and fright. A policeman had stolen up to me very quietly and with his club had dealt me a heavy blow upon the soles of my feet. He drove me away, and I think I cried; I cried my first American cry. What became of me that night I cannot say. And the next day and the next. ... I just roamed aim-lessly about the streets, between the Public Gar-den with its flowers and the water-side, where I watched the children at play, even as I had played at the water's brink in old Molfetta.
Those first five days in America have left an impression upon my mind which can never be erased with the years, and which gives me a most profound sense of sympathy for immigrants as they arrive. turn for counsel or help. I had exactly fifty cents remaining out of a dollar which the captain hadstory, "From the Appe-lose them.
